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r l ; E S E  W E R E  THE-: I X  G R I M  Y E A R S  I 1 - 1  
E wiggled our toes under the  blankets and 

looked hopefully at the stove. On Christmas 

top of it, hoping we should wake up t o  find a 
supply of hot shaving wafer. 

Somebody got outofhisbedandpeeredintothecan. 
"It's frozen", he said. 
That was the start of my Christmas Day, 1939, at 

Bully-Greney, near Lens. 
The drivers' billet of the Field Ambulance to which 

I was attached war in a barber's shop, with a coriugated 
iron roof that let the snow in. The stove stood in the 
middle of the room and was a aood one of its kind - 

W Eve we'd put a petrol-can full of water on 

towns in the area. At midday I stopped and had a 
meal - just an ordinary dinner. not a Christmas one - 
at a ration dump near Vimy and got back to my unit 
about four in the afternoon, 

I found there had been a fancy-dress football match 
between the s5rjeants and the privates. It was a good 
show they told me and I was sorry I'd missed it. 

But I was there for the big show in the evening. Our 
Main Dressing Station was in a theatre. with patients 
lying on stretchers all over the auditorium and the stage. 

We cleared a space in the middle of the auditorium 
for tables and all the patients who could get out of bed 
joined in with the Field Ambulance people for Christ- 

comb2 the Arctic conditions 
roads were covered with That was the best feed I 've  ever had since I joined 

and Snow and after breakfast the Army - there was port and turkey, Christmas 
my CO asked me if I thought 1 pudding and mince pies, and French wine for those that 
could carry out my usual job of wanted it. 
taking patients back to their units We had plenty of cigarettes - those were lhe days 
as he wanted as many as possible when we were getting lots of gift parcels from organi- 
to be back with their frieods for sations at home - and plenty of beer because some of 
Christmas dinner. our ambu!ances were parked in the yard of a brewery. 

I raid I thought I could and As a special treat we each had a small bottle of stout 
started up my truck - a Bedford and that tasted fine after the watery French beer. 
which had been a coal-truck hefore After the food we had a sing-song, of course. That 
it was requisitioned. I Put on a .&as stimulated by any amount of coffee and rum. with 
cap and that the d V v Y  which the serjeants had already been preparing 
driver had left in the - it themselves for the festivities in the local estaminet. 
must have been requisitioned 
pFetty suddenly - loaded up with Altogether we thoroughly enjoyed that hit of the war. 
recovered patients and set off. That night, when we got back to our barber's shop 

I had a few skids on the vay, but next to the theatre. we optimistically put another C M  
managed to keepoutaf~h&ditchand of water on the stove, for shaving water. It froze again. 
look men to Arras. Lille and other J. R. W 

mas dinner. 

rn 1- A CHOPPY Channel, Ice on the roads, a wind other for drinks, a dozen men at a time. We all drank 

Left: Britain's coastal bat- 

teries, front-line invasion 

defences, took on a new 

importance after Dunkirk 
terribly cold night in a forward OP. 

One of the OP party who had a slight 
impediment in his speech gave an alarm call 

Right: A famous landmark 

I on the seaward fringe 

. of he Western Desert - 
Tobruk c a r o l  
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barf or wbok (IS. 9d. 

The Smithfield whole- 
salers are receiviw NOW FOR 

.. - .  . 

an allocatfon far to0 

expensive but there 6as been ,q demands. Bud. have mall been to meet shared thdr out 
reasonable selection oE hooka, d e n -  moll9 tln, retatkrs as t h q  have come 

plong and there Is no dance this year 
of the plctwsque cve-of-Cbriehass 

Shoppus calcuate that ge=nUt hlrke-g auctions in me muket. 

demer than before the war. nsma of their registered customera 
There wem a breath of Cbriswas in Iub hat and drawn for who should 

Londen at SSAFA's Christmas Ba8a.r have ths Privilege of buying a turkey 

held dilly. in The bote's stalls sbokroorss and CWstmaa in Bicce- bees And P Z O V b b U  merehulb b w e  held 
wen gaily decorated wlth s p m k l ~  SbIIar "free-ticket" raffles for m a t -  
Cdlophaae. Co(LBetic& soaps, antiques. 
book.. glass.. china. toy. and f o o m s  

for Forces' famUier. People who gave The extra Christmas ratione are F lb 
the articles had akrady tumndered of rugar, I 01s of cboeolute and sweets, 
Coupons for them. Prettily-draMQ. real 0 c4a of butter and margarine. 6d worth 
China dslls. wlth closuig eyes. indeed of carcase =at end 4d worth of corned 
a rarity. were sold 84 four gukm beef. V m p t a h  got 6 oza of cheere 
each. They were the gift of a manu- insterd of meat. 
fnCtUIe1, bound by control to re11 tbem So bouawilves have had to do much 

iapnovislng and economisitLg of tbe only abroad. 
Northerners wlll be getting meat of f r w d  ratims to keep by a few in- 

gredients for making the Cbriatnras fruit. The 
south bad &dr .Ilocatioll Christmas delicaciea. 
when the orange b o a  Orange peel, grated, boil- 

ed in SYNP and bottled, ware in a few weekm qpa. 
wlll serve for candied 
peel. Saccharine-sweeten- 

It is the same with in- 
parted applar. MO nub 'o 

ed tea has saved a little 
sugati baby food has 

are being brought lam 
the country, but there are 

been used inshad oI grapeFruit from Pdeectine. 
tinned & I t  in rice pudd- Bananas are due in the 

new year, but @e fruif IUgBi liquid pant@ has 
will have to r i p n  o(I in replaced lard for cake. 
the s t o r a ~ ~ e  chambers #or making. (The two latter 

prscticer $re mucb f r o M  ,upon by 

Austerity is ju8t as keen in the 
cellar. whisky sup lies a n  down to 
m y  per e a t  of nomul, ttaguiar 
Customera o s l y  can boga for the edd 
bottle of whisky, gin, 01 rum from the 
"off-licence". Some imported wine has 
anlved but not enough 'to go round. 
Apart irom them quota sales, buyers 
at the nlne and spirlt inc t iws  bave 
acquid fairly Eooa s t a l l  - at a price 
In Sob0 there are over.ths-counter des  
of whisky, Pack  Label at €3 10.. a 
bottle. other brands a little ebeaper. You 
can bu for tlZ a botlle of brandy. 

It w i l  be mostly baerl 
For entertainment? Provindd c.ntres 

bave tbelr pantomimes, and, in some 
Plnc€,8, *wr 

Cbriatmas parlies In the hotels and 
r..t.urant8 ate b0CL.d 

S d t y  tebmu3%& have 
kept cuuaters bare, but this i# a nmry 
CBriltaU. the happiest for six long 
merry Cbristmas, the happiest for ti i  
long yara.  There are four days general 
holiday. funilirs we reunltsd, m e  
Ssnlcemen and women than ever a*e 
on leave. The puopie are in the mood 
fox good @mn. They nil1 make tbb- 

A Happy Cbrlrtmas. . 

. dan, C M s t B M I  card. and dieries. 

good. are two-and-a-balf to three times Many local but&- have put the 

== PUddlaP. 

ware sold coupoa-free to rabe money ~ x t n  wnOpI 

the aUth&tiOS.) 

HE walls and ceiling were so joy for the children. the generation of 
hung with living green, that  children who for  the most part have  T it looked a perfect grove, not known what Christmas is.  

from every part of which bright But  it has not been easy. 
gleaming berries glistened. The 
crisp leaves of holly, mistletoe, and 
ivy reflected hack the  light, as if 
so many little mirrors had been 
scattered there ; .  and such a 
mighty blaze went roaring up the 
chimney. ,  ." . 

"Heaped up on Ihe iloor. to farm a 
kind of throne. were turkeys, geese, 
game, poultry. brawn. great joints of 
meat, sucking pigs, wreaths of sausages. 
mince-pies. plum-puddings, barrels of 
oysters, red-hot chestnuts. cherry- 
cheeked apples, juicy oranges, lus- 
cious pears. immense twelfth-cakes, 

Buying Christmas presents has been 
especially difficult. Shop early has 
meant something more .than making 
purchases weeks ahead. I t  has megnt 
getting to the store first thing in  the 
morning before the best lines have 
gone. 

Shopkeepers, instead of being supplied 
by the manufacturers in thousands. 
have had to make do with dozens. 
First Come. first served has ruled lheir 
sales. Anything a little out of the 
ordinary disappeared from the counters 
within a n  hour of opening. 

and seething howls of punch. that 
made the chamber dim with their Preclous Coupons 
delicious steam." Coupons have been another im- 

This was the great speclacle of Portant factor in this controlled Christ- 
festivity which the mas. People could ill 
Ghost of Christmas Pre- spare them. even if cou- 
sent provided for the c m  pon-goods were avail- 
reformation of Scrooge. able. Worth for coupons 
This was Dickens' pic- has bracketed the slogan 
ture of all the goad, "Value for money." 
things that typified a Useful gifts - stores' 
Christmas of Plenty. ~ designation for gloves, 

slippers, ties, stockings, 
etc. - have been scarce ed instant1 

Scrooge had no part and coupon-expensive. 
Handkerchiefs - wom- of this Feast of Ample- 

ness. And. for us this en's. four a coupon - 
year, only dim visions are re-appearing 
of the Christmases we used to know. 

But there is some Part Of this joyous There have been practically no 

There is a turkey for every in 

nor poultry, but brawn and tiny joints 
of meal - well, fourpennyworth of 
corned beef and seven ounces of Car- More unusual gifts are theatre 
case meat. and extra sugar. 20.000 tons tickets. a voucher for a treatment or 
of it to share, straight from the Food permanenl Wave at a beauty saloon, a 
Ministry's store. subscription to a bridge club, library 

O r  for a magazine. Cash vouchers, 
Best Seasoning worth upwards of ten shillings, have 

been sold in large numbers for people 
to go along to a shop and choose their What else have we? Peace. 

Peace after six years of war. Those own presents ~ and incidentally use 
years of anxiety. of suffermg. of the their own coupons. 
fear of bombr. and of broken homes 
are fading memories. Hundreds of The West End shopping area is a 
thousands of our men and women, hack sorry sight. No big illuminated shop- 
from war and the labour of are front displays. Pre-war tinsel and 
reunited. There are still many empty colourful decorations. which have 
chairs before the not-sa-mighty blazes, served through the Years. are faded 
but there i s  hope that they not and warn out. Manufacturers cannot 
remain unoccupied for too long now. replace them yet. The woodwork needs 

i s  but an  ugly dream. The people are are studying the window-shows of 

Christmas that they can. They are Bookshops and stationers appear to 
reaching out through scarcity to find he less affected. Everything is more 

were a better proposition. 

novelties. The dearth has made people fare. There is living green galore. 

ten; not goose as well. neither game. 
their ~ , , d  there har been 

and trains of dolls and 
much sly home-making ofwooden 

wogs from the 

War, the Scrooge that has denied u5 palnt. windows are partially 
boarded. Biggest crowds Of shop Qazers the happiness of Christmas far 10 long, 

on making this the merriest second-hand jewellery and trinkets. 

1. 

about a week and so will not be on 
=le until the middle of tbe m t h .  

Despite the leek af bit &ere is a 
etrong flavour of C b r l s h u  about 
Qvem Gardon. For the past two wcatr 
porters have hean handlibp lorryloads 
of holly, loi.tletoa and QrIrtnuI uar 
sent up from the H w u  Counties mad 
the West Country. TW holly Is well- 
berrlad, a sign, thex #ay. RI a bard 
winter. 

PlOWu% - PDr Long Rmea 
Flowers are fairly ul, but 

expansive, a showy thanntm 
Bloom costing npw& of 4s. Then 
there are minishm "oranpa" trees, 
dyed bullruabes and Issvru, md dlnir- 
dipped spray. of ?ire& bedder 
enouph evergreens an$ Uorel decora. 
tions to brighten wezy bome. 

But Smithfltrld poulterers have rmly 
rows of bare hooka to g 5 e  upon. The 
Food Mjaistny. Is Cpatrolling the distrb 
button of 1,413,Mo turkeys. rebed at 
home, in N o r t h  Ireland, Eke. and 
South America, enough, they may, for 
one family in ten. Price? Plucked 3s. 
a Ib, drawn and trussed 41. M. (2d. 
a Ib dearer in lbe 'London area).'For 
cop."ImHo;l c l i n n m m  +how- 4 1 1  h. cnsm- 

One th,ing survives through war unaltered-the beauty of the 
English countryside. Here is Friar's Crag, Derwentwater, in the 

I -L- n i r i r : - 4  ; b  I--I,- i- SL- .I,.-IL- -c 

I 
,pirits are scarce, unless bought off the "4.. - -. a 

price! These rarer brandies can be bought over the counter in 
Soho-from f8  to 212 a bottle. 

Evergreens are sold by the weight in Covent Garden. Mistletoe 
costs 2s 6d a Ib, holly 6d to I s .  Christmas trees, medium size, are 

sold at I s  3d to I s  6d a foot. 

There will be a turkey for one family in ten. Ministry of Food have 
rounded up 1,413,000 birds from home and foreign farms. Retail 

price 4s 2d a Ib. drown and trussed. 
P A G E  a 

Eight twelve-year-olds, Terry uveniles, rehearse for "Aladdln" After an ei ht-weeks tb search and a. wait in an 8 hm queue, 

.. 

P -  
and puahwheel out offather's "demob.'' gr 

ot the Cambridge, one of the r' ew London hauses to interrupt the twa-year- d Cordon &me, of Marylebone,, W$;h:>;,tricycle 
theatre-boom for pantomime this season. ' . 
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1 
THE STORY 

MRS (TPR) WELSH 
OF 

HE British A m y  has had 
some strange recrults in its T hme, but few have  equalled 

the record of Private -later Trooper 
-Welsh. who carried through an 
extraordinary masquerade in the 
time of Marlboroughs wars. Even 
more surprising, when the imper- 
sonation was &scovered the aud- 
acious trooper was not only held 
free from all blame, but received 
high commendation from the Co. 

- though not too closaly - of the com- 
pany ofi3cers. Her first engagement was 
the battle of Landen. where she was 
wounded m the ankle by a bullet. hut 
after two months was back again with 
her regiment Then, while out with a 
foraging party. she was taken prisoner 
by the French and sent to St Germain- 
en-Lay. hut rejoined her regiment when 
an exchange of ptisoners was made, 
The regiment went into winter quarters 
at Garcum. where. she says, "her grief 
.for her husband being drowned in the 
hopes of finding him. she indulged in 
the natural gaiety of her temper and 
lived very merrily." 

While in hospital she was able - no- 
body knows how-to conceal her sex 
and was back with her regiment in time 
to serve with it at Blenheim. 

And then she found her husband. 
It was unfortunate that she found him 

embracing a Dutch girl. but she accepted 
the extenuating fact that he had never 
had an answer to the letters he had 
written her. and a reconclhation follow- 
ed. She staggered h ih  by saying that she 
had taken such a fancy to Army life 
that she intended to remain a trooper 
of dragoons and that in future he was 
to pass himself off as her brother. and 
that if ever he betraved her secret he 

band wherever he went, going into the 
firing line and even in the underground 
fighting of mine and counter-mine. or 
running considerable risks in taking a 
hot meal or a bottle of wine to him in 
the trenches. 

She seems to have become a character 
well known throughout the Army, and 
to have enjoyed exceptional privileges. 
Her adventures from now on are a 
series of rough and tumble fights on the 
least provocation. practical jokes of a 
broad nature and the most barefaced 
acts of looting. Another side of her 
nature is shown by stories of her brlng- 
ing in a badly wounded soldier under 

would furd her a dangerou. enemy. heavy fire or assis 
his duties in the 6 Christian Welsh. or "Mother Ross", 

as she W a s  afterwards called. was born 
in in 1Sfn the daughter of a 

brewer who also W m t  in for 
farming. She is first heard of on ' ihe 

Eternal Triangle 

making love to a rich burgher's daughter 
who was young and pretty. But she was 

He was not long bound to his vow. 
T~ pass the time she amused herself His wife continued rerving with her 

regiment until the battle of Ramillies. 
when at the end of the day she was Her Nlckname 

~ ~~~ -.. 
farm, handling the nail and pitchfork 
With as much skill and strength as the 
farm SerVantr.. She was a daring horse- 
Woman. riding astride bareback and 
jumping hedges and ditches with 
abandon. 

When her father died she had a lean 
time until she inherited from her aunt 
a Prosperous Dublin alehouse, which 
she seems to hpve managed with con- 
siderable success. She married one of the 
servants there. named Richard Welsh, 
and had three children. All seemed set 
for an uneventful life until the incident 
occurred which changed her whole 
career. 

Simple Disguise 
Her husband was betrayed by a fake 

friend and "shanghaied' into William. 
Ill's army in the Low Countries. When 
she received a letter from him telling 
the story she decided to join a regiment 
bound for the war in the hope of finding 
him So she distributed her children and 
furniture around various friends and 
relations and leased her business. Then 
she cut her hair, dressed up in a suit 
of her husbands. put on hat, wig and 
silver-mounted sword and quickly got 
herself enlisted as "a brisk young 
fellow" under the name of Christopher 
Welsh. 

With the other recruits she landed in 
Holland, where she drilled with such 
smartness that she drew the attention 

:_.~ .~~ . 
At Malplaquet her husband was 

killed, and her grief at his loss was so 
great as to attract the sympathy of a 
Captain ROJS. This compassion of the 
Captain led to her heing nicknamed 

generally known to the Army. Later she 
not the only one in the field. A serjeant struck on the head by a piece of shot married a grenadier in her husbands 
of the same regiment was also paying and her skull fractured. She was taken regiment-cchieflys it seem. to 
her court. As his technique was the to hospital and her sex discovered. a look her horse-but he Was 
caveman kind, the young lady com- fact which mused her greater suflering in action. 
plained to Private Welsh .and asked than the pain of her wound. When the campaign ended she re- 
':him" to revenge the affront offered her. turned to England. where she petitioned 
Kit sought out her rival and told him for a gratuity. This was granted, but .the 

Treasury proved somewhat niggpdiy in that his conduct made him d t  to wear Colonel was Pleased 
the paying of it. She smartened them 
up by petitioning her influential friends 
again, after which there was no. more 
trouble. 

The last exploit of the former dra- 
goon was a fight with a Chelsea Pen- 
sioner. Kit. who was also an out- 
pensioner at the Royal Hospltal. was 
coming away. having drawn her pen- 
sion, when she fell into an argument 
with her neighbour about whether their 
pensions were in proportion to their 
war service. The quarrel rose to such 
a pitch that the pensioner drew his 
sword. Kit though only carrying astick. 
disarmdd him and broke his hand. 

During her last years she suffered 
greatly from a complication of ailments 
and lameness from her old wound. She 
died in 1?39. at the aqe of 72, and was ~-~ ~= ~-~~ huried in the Roval Hospital with lull 

% / "Mother Ross". by which she became 
w 

comrades. But she continued to follow her hus- military honoun. 

PAGE 12 

the King's uniform and cast a reflection 
on the whole regiment. The affair ended 
in a duel, the serjeant heing wounded 
in the chest and thigh, while Kit had a 
long gash in her right arm. She was 
imprisoned, but when the burgher's 
daughter made her father reveal the 
facts Kit was released and her ?word 
returned. 

Though Kit was discharged from her 
regiment after the duel, she was not 
discharged from the Army. so she joined 
the Royal North British Dragoons and 
served with them at the siege of Namur. 
She alsn took part in various cavalry 
actions, in which she showed much 
bravery. At the battle of Donavert. 
where the regiment was heavily en- 
gaged, she was wounded in the hip, 
but remained on the field, sitting at the 
foot of a tree and encouraoinm her 

The news of the discovery ran like 
wildfire and reached the  ear of the 
colonel. who gave orders that she 
should want for nothing, and that her 
pay should be .continued until her 
wound was healed. When she was well 
enough to leave hospital he sent her a 
parcel of shirts and sheets, Brigadier 
Preston presented her with a silk gown. 
and ell her officers contributed so- 
thing requisite for the dress of her sex. 
and "dismissed her from the Service 
with a handsome compliment." 

There was a new wedding to celebrate 
the reunion of the couple, conducted 
with great solemnity. and on taking 
leave every officer "kissed the bride; 
at the same time leaving a gold piece, 
some four or five," to set her up in life 
again. 

1. "Below ACC standard perhaps, but 
moulded." I 

2. !'Shellpink cellulose for my face, light brown for my hair." 
3. !'There prefabricated teeth are really quite pajnless." 
4. "Yrs. we have to queue for bodies here." 
3. 'Clothes are awfully short in England just now." 
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Kit sought out her rival and told him for a gratuity. This was granted, but .the 

Treasury proved somewhat niggpdiy in that his conduct made him d t  to wear Colonel was Pleased 
the paying of it. She smartened them 
up by petitioning her influential friends 
again, after which there was no. more 
trouble. 

The last exploit of the former dra- 
goon was a fight with a Chelsea Pen- 
sioner. Kit. who was also an out- 
pensioner at the Royal Hospltal. was 
coming away. having drawn her pen- 
sion, when she fell into an argument 
with her neighbour about whether their 
pensions were in proportion to their 
war service. The quarrel rose to such 
a pitch that the pensioner drew his 
sword. Kit though only carrying astick. 
disarmdd him and broke his hand. 

During her last years she suffered 
greatly from a complication of ailments 
and lameness from her old wound. She 
died in 1?39. at the aqe of 72, and was ~-~ ~= ~-~~ huried in the Roval Hospital with lull 

% / "Mother Ross". by which she became 
w 

comrades. But she continued to follow her hus- military honoun. 
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the King's uniform and cast a reflection 
on the whole regiment. The affair ended 
in a duel, the serjeant heing wounded 
in the chest and thigh, while Kit had a 
long gash in her right arm. She was 
imprisoned, but when the burgher's 
daughter made her father reveal the 
facts Kit was released and her ?word 
returned. 

Though Kit was discharged from her 
regiment after the duel, she was not 
discharged from the Army. so she joined 
the Royal North British Dragoons and 
served with them at the siege of Namur. 
She alsn took part in various cavalry 
actions, in which she showed much 
bravery. At the battle of Donavert. 
where the regiment was heavily en- 
gaged, she was wounded in the hip, 
but remained on the field, sitting at the 
foot of a tree and encouraoinm her 

The news of the discovery ran like 
wildfire and reached the  ear of the 
colonel. who gave orders that she 
should want for nothing, and that her 
pay should be .continued until her 
wound was healed. When she was well 
enough to leave hospital he sent her a 
parcel of shirts and sheets, Brigadier 
Preston presented her with a silk gown. 
and ell her officers contributed so- 
thing requisite for the dress of her sex. 
and "dismissed her from the Service 
with a handsome compliment." 

There was a new wedding to celebrate 
the reunion of the couple, conducted 
with great solemnity. and on taking 
leave every officer "kissed the bride; 
at the same time leaving a gold piece, 
some four or five," to set her up in life 
again. 

1. "Below ACC standard perhaps, but 
moulded." I 

2. !'Shellpink cellulose for my face, light brown for my hair." 
3. !'There prefabricated teeth are really quite pajnless." 
4. "Yrs. we have to queue for bodies here." 
3. 'Clothes are awfully short in England just now." 
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f L L U S T R  ATlONS 

G. E. HORNER (11.) 
by 

"It is right to say that 
we in TrUblen were 

afraid, afraid to think o 

speak of what might 
happening . . .I 

TERROR CAM€ 
IN THE NIGHT 

WITH A RUSTLE 
TO TRUBLEN - 

AND CREAK. 

T is very kind of you, sir, to ad- 
mire this mistletoe. It is indeed 

mistletoe. but much larger than any 
perhaps which you have seen before. 

In the cellar where I live, in the 
Hiigelstrasse, I have some which I 
have measured. The berries are three 
centimetres round and the leaves. the 
biggest of them, twelve or thirteen. 
Ea Is1 j a  ohne Zweliel - I t  la without 
doubt the largest mistletoe in the 
world. I do not wish to trade with 
you, sir, but perhapl U you had a ciga- 
rette . . .? 

I have this from Triiblen. which was 
once a 5 e  little town, maybe two 
thousand people, with a market place, 
three good bierkellen and an inn: 
everything very compact around the 
Rathaus which was too big for us, but 
brought a few tourists because of some 
medieval wood carvings in the may- 
or's parlour. lately - I mean just he- 
fore the war - some of the Partel- 
bonzen - the bossea - would visit 
the place in their great cars to see the 
house where Kurt Lansburger was 
born. Perhaps you have heard of him. 
He was ef the Party. the SS you know. 
and I think not a very good man. 
Some dreadful things were sald of 
him and it is best. no doubt. to hope 
he waa mad, for he is dead. you know, 
and can trouble no one dny more. 

Tnlblen was very pretty; stone and 
wood, with crazy red roofs like a fairy 
story illustration. Now it is gone, and 
when there is a map of Germany again 
it will not be marked. 

But it waa not the bombs nor the 
5ghting which caused this mattefi there 
were no soldiers there and no work- 
shops. If the scientiqts and the pro- 
fessors had not been so busy at the 
war, it would have been a sensation 
and a wonder for nlne days as well as 
a great mystery. But no one could be 
spared and so the Gestapo put a fence 
around the place with a great deal of 
barbed wire and a new road was built 
which does not take you near to the 
mystery. Now the Gestapo has gone 
and the wire is rotting and broken. 
But nobody goes through: travel with 
us is nearly impossible nowadays, as 
you know, and who would go two 
hundred kilos just to gaze at a 
mystery? 

It may be that a few wandering 
people have trapped rabbits there, but 
the undergrowth is very thlck. too 
thlck to penetrate very far, and there 
are no roads any more. Nothing is 
there but trees and great briars which 
tear your clothes just as viciously as 
any barhed. wire. 

I know all this for ,a  fact because I 
spent a day in the effort and failed. 
For my trouble I had a coat torn to 
ribbow - a had thing for winter - 
some seeds and a few roots. 

There was a Ume when I had a 
garden and could be interested in 
curiosities of this nature. Now I must 
content myself with a few cuttings 
which I can grow In the little patch of 
poor soil heMnd the cellar where I 
Uve. 

It is two years now since it hap 
penad. We have seen so many terrible 
events since then that this affair seems 
1eSS Peculiar than 11 should, but this Is 
not the way in Germany today. 

Yet a great deal of it I saw for m y  
__I. 

i 
I do not defend this: that it was a 

bad place where wickedness. waa done 
every day I @ow from the talk of 
the guards, from what happened later. 
and most of all - verslehen Sle - 
from my heart, becau'se I Uved so near 
to something which I could only 
suapect. 

We in TrOblen were uneasy about 
it. but in the war there was so much 
to trouble us. When the end cama it ' 
waa a matter for terror and not just i for worrv. Yet it started verv auietlv. I 

1 

It beg& with the weeds in-thk mai- 
ket place. 

There was always, of course, a little 
grass and some moss perhaps between 
the cobblestones. We noticed the 
change 5161 in the late summer of 'W. 
What little weeds there were should 
have been brown and drled-up. It was 
long after the hay crop and before the 
goodness returns to the soil. Yet 
suddenly the weeds began to flourish. 

I knew old Shhemano, the Biirger- 
meister, well enough to chaff him about 
it. I told him his market piace was 
beginning to look Uke an Austrian rail- 
way station before the Anschluss. He 
did not laugh about it and the next day 
some SS men - not the town of5ciah - came and sprayed the cobblestones 
with chemicals. 

It made no difference. By the end of 
the week the weeds came back and 10 
strongly that they forced several stones 
out That of place. evening I saw Sh6nemann again. 

We were in the big bierkeller next to 
the Rathaus. He was sitting alone at 
his alammUsch, which was unlike him, 
and looked worried, which would be 
nearly bwnorous if you knew his big, 
smiling face. 

'The weeds are hack, I notice, Herr 
Blhgenneister." I said. . 

For a long time he did not answer 
me. Then he turned round and looked 
at me straight In the face. his head 
very cloae to mine. "My eyesight is 
poor in these days. my friend." be said, 
"and I 5nd it pays me to notice as little 
as I can. But do you see anything 
wrong with that wall?" 

The kaller was below the ground and 
the walls were of stone and v n y  thick. 

A great crack spread from the noor 
to the ceillng, like a river traced on a 
map. In the centre, almost Uke a 
human arm. lhere crept a root, a very 
strong brown root wlth young, white 
shoots. 

~ t ' s  the i+y from the creeper out- 
side." I d. "It's grow- too fiercely. 
Perhaps it should be cut." 

"Yes:' hg said, "it is growing. But it 
was cut at ground level four days ago 
by ,the SS. Tell me, have you been 
along the road to he camp lately?" 

Now no one, except the camp of5- 
cials, ever went that way. The road 
led only into the woods and to the 
camp and the SS dld not encourage 
visitors. They also kept very had- 
tempered doga which were apt to stray. 

"You should walk a little that way. 
my friend." he said, "you'd see a lot 
to surprise you. I wish you goodnight." 

With that be left me, and half his 
pot of beer. too, which was most un- 
Ilke him, 

I was just going across to join some 
friends when something happened. I 
do not torget this. for It was Uke the 
Ant real thundercrack of a storm. 
A great piece of plaster lrom the 

ceu- came c r d l n g  down on to a 
table and fflled the whole mom wNh 
duvt. ~t 51.1 every one was d u d -  
founded: then all the tong- began to 
wag together. 'It's the bombing." sald 
one - but there had been no bombing 
near US. 'The earth beneath the foun- 
dations has moved," aald another. And 

.e". 
B v e n d v r i b g t h e ~ e o f o u r ~ c t o r i e ~  

TrOblen was not the eades place to 
*sit, but 1 was permined to live there 
because Of my mother, who W a s  very 
old and bedridden. - 

You see. in the w h  near the town 
there was a C ~ P  - a Konzentratlons. 
lager. 

- 
a third cried, "It's the roots of the ivy Every green W g  is growing as U the moved past our gate. The procession and was very hungry when I reached 
creeper - they're dangerous.'' soil had suddenly become as f e d e  as was doubly unnervhg because it was the edge of the wild. It was not easy to 

5nd. even knowIng the country as I do, 
s w  OM devil, hut friendly. in his they can't stop if. The grass and the Between us HUde and I got the old for a new road had k e n  bult. But when 
oily way. with a14 the Gestapo and the ffespus h v e  pulled down their huts. hone  hllched to the waggon and we I cme to the boundary it was well 
ofeclals. A piece of the plaster had bit God bimrel( knows what they've done spoke very little. I took a hedghg knife enough marked by the barbed wire 
his shoulder and covered his kut with 'to the Soil  but it will take more than and Cut the card clear of the wisteria fence and the 'verboten" notices. 

the Gestapo or the SS or Kurt Lam- wMCh was histing about It from the I chose an entrance where the briars 5ne rubble. 
As he shook It and blew the powde~ burger himself to Put an end to i t  You stable doors. We carried MulH down- seemed thinner, bu2 the way was very 

off he huned to me and said, "I'm go to deap now-if you can. When stairs and UNed her into the bed we'd d i i a d t .  Evarything .till g r m  pro- 
furion and much bigger than is nor- getting our of here - right away. ' Out Hilde comar In the morning well speak d e  for her. 

'There% IUtk enough worth taking d 4 e  leaves, the fmir, the tbomv d this town. y m  take my advice of what's to be done." 
on *at she dismissed me. I slept wIth us," she laid, "except the gold were mice the aiw. 'mew 

like and ulls is the end for me. I'm V-Y thoush I wds tired enough, any a y  trinketl. You've got than d e r '  there had baen, (U I Lhought. go& 
going, if I have to walk as rar as Gat- for the old house creaked mid groaned still in the cellat." I mutter- hues in the old days there were young 
tingea" 8% if all the winds in creatlopwere tear- ed. 1 can1 get into it becanla of the larches and a v e r  birch, niul bracken 

as high as my head. 
It was like cutting a path through a was a 5ne. warm nigh4 rith a big bar- was grappling at the wall& M a green "Take an axe. boy. and try again." 

v~ moon as large as a pumpkin. emUIY, whim W l u  terribla M u s e  14 I Went back. but it was useless. I jungle where no road has ever b-. 
'what have you seen?" I said. "Have was even less personal than a tempest spUdered the c e l h  door-it opened in- For a day I struggled and hacked 

you been down the mad to the camp?" It was a green d a m ,  too. when it wards-hut the atone ltaira and ihe it I pa-d brickr and stones and be- 
He looked at me and nodded and came. for the light came dimly through Wal l s  were dogged with the fflthy covered with U&en and moss where 

winked. It was a trick of his, that wink MY wndow. filtering through the creep- Yellow growthr and the stencfi as I houses had once stood. 
tried '0 hack at made me sick. wen Then I gave up. I was frightened, I - a nervous jerk he coulddt help - er which nearly clogged it. 

but it mad8 hlm look con5ding and sly. W d e  woke me. She looked more Ill- Hilde almlned it was impossible. U was hungry, I was deadwith 
"I've been right into the camp," he said. tempered thsq usual and twice as fat. was like cutting at a wdl of billowing, and thorns had torn my clothes and 

cut my SUn CNeUy. Moreover my track "I do a Uttle business there now and reeking bdianrbber. ? 
again. I was there lad niat And you mg nearly all the clothing she por- 'When we've reached Cousin Wil- seemed to be healing up 

helm'a 'lace and have found 
Though I was so beaten with weari- 

mark my words. In a week's time sesed. 
there'll he no camp at all in Triiblen "Get up." she said. "were going. where to live, I'll come back." I pro- 
woods. They're frightened." Wlr haben schon die Nese voll. We mised. "By winter a lot of this will have ne= wl d[* dead* I 

He began fo giggle and 1 saw that he must get the horse into the waggon died off and I'll take the waggon and :sch%d ~ ~ \ ~ r ~ ~ g & N g ~ &  ?ye; wasnotal i t t le  scaredhimself."They're and make a bed d sorts for the collea all I can5nd." 
frightened," he repeated. "and they'll miSUeSr. You will help me rith her." The old lady looked round for the down for the last tdme that 
clear out. You mark my words. They'll "Going, Hilde?" I said, and hardly last t h e .  "By wiater." she said, "there'll and sweatins, and until Own 

be nothlng left 'here. ne and the shivering woke me at dawn. go, and I'm gomg too." dared to ask why. 
"What's the matter w&h the camp?" 'We're going." she said, "because if briars WIII have made Triiblen into a I knew then that everything was lost 

that I would never see my mother's I asked. "Plenty." he said. "You'll see we don't we'll be eaten by the forest, patch of rubble. 
"It's a judgment gold pleces or her dngs and brooches - if you stay in TNMen." Wtth that lust like the camp 

on us. God k n o w  and &que necklaces again. But he- he shambled off into the alley where Was. In two days 
what they've been C a w  I W a s  once fond d gardens and there'll be no Trii- he lived: I never saw him again 
dolng in that these Bowers were so big as to be a bien. Listen. z: 
of thein. ~ h ~ t ' ~  wonder for all gardeners, I took some was very bnght. At the corner I Shdnemann. 
where it began: roots and seeds and what cufflngs I stwmbled over a loose stone and paused Bikgenneister. has we off down could without going back into that wild a W e  to look round There was no called a meeting 
the track which place. 
had been a tidy 'phla mistletoe Which you see - die 
road only a few hfistel, we Cdl it-ia from there. I have 

chink, of coone. from any door Or for ail able-bodied 
window. Nothing but the moon shin- m e n d s  if there 
lng down on an empty market Place. were any in these 

dav befora At also avme blue roses and some wild It was like a cW of the dead. a utV d a y t t o  go out 
5 n t  it was' difficult .trawberriw. honeysuckle. holly-even that has been dead a long !be.  with with him to 5ght 

huge, rank weeds growug everywhere. the forest But 
going, leading with the horse. mlde the a young wiseacres cherry open tree. their They eyes will when make the I walked home alone. twice alone. that's no good. 

because my footsteps did not echo on With your limp HewasMghtened me Comes 
the cotrbles as they should have done: you're useless. any- too, and kicked What the explananon may be for this the moss and the gram made a carpet how. Give me a and plunged hke a strange happening I cannot say. M y  few 
which absorbed even the noise of my hand her. and colt Once a huge old Mends. who were my neighbours ' wooden soles. pluckly now:' wolfhound the camp, - I from sup talk in Tiiblen d it, of and CO= who came this way, still 

pose - wed US There are many theories. We can 
going like a mad gossip freely now and there is littln 

At the door of my mother's house I Iputonmyclothes 
paused again because I thought I had and went d o n -  
been locked out. I banged and shouted stainShewasright. 
and the old lady called out to me. The gardenwasajnngle. The flagstones thing. and that set hlm rearing and else me can do. It nert.inly began at When I put my aho*der to the Wood in the hall were moving with grass to ng so that be nearly bolted with U. the Konxentratiomlagar and some 
-the latch WllS UP-% m e d  un- buntlngupbetweenthem. 

In the cellar we kept a few valuables The wont  of the journey was over the soil at that place. But before the wii1ingly. 
The v b M a  creeper had thrown a -most illegal, in those days. but one more quickly than I'il expected. Some- old lady, my mother, died she had =me 

net of shoots over it and it needed had to think for oneself-and I tried how one imagined that this revolt of strange fandes. more terrible. I think. 
strength to force it open. to retrieve them. But when I apened green things was going on for ever and than these others. 

Mulll, my mother you know, was the door I saw it was useless. I des- that the weeds would strangle every She said that it itself which very old. over eighty. For all that. she cended a few s t e p  and was forced living sing in the countryside. But had revolted at what hppaned in ule 
was sl?arp enough and with the aid of back. The piace was full of funsuc quite suddenly, at the crossroads, it camp. She said that' when Mm did 

'somethipg that degraded him below her maid WMe she missed very lrttle bigger than ay th ing  I've ever seen. stopped. 
that passed in TrOMen. When she Somphow that frigMened me more than Behind us lay a jungle of br im.  long the lowat spawning thing, thw the heard me enter the porch d e  d e d  anything; it was so very malignant. grass and trew with their terrifying. un- other teeming forrrm of growth On 

We boiled some water and got a lfttle naturai burgeoning: ahead lay the good earfh rose up and blotted urn aI to me again. 
"Come up, my son. It late. but food together. Outside the sounds were brown stubble waiting for the autumn he had not been, was 

some events do not wait untd the not as they should have been. Isatead ploughng. and thesolid. Civilised. metal near the truth there. one 
sees something of the sort In little even morning." of the d l e  of the farm carts as they road 

She was dtting up swathed in wool passed along the road there was a ~ o ~ h e r  WEE very ill au that winter among these bomb 
and old lace with two candles on gentle ~stling. like a loaded hayw-ain and d d  not be left. They told me last 
either table M d e  her bed. passing down a narrow country lane. Christmas that a great fence of wire mistletoe You' It is 
'What are they sayhginthetoWn?" But the c* were going by and all had been put mund T m l e n  and that Of an Edish fantasy 'Onneed 

she demanded, and she looked at me in one diredion--away from Triiblen, the road had been diverted. but Icould with Your k i d s  and your days of 
very straight over the two pairs of away from the camp and the woods go ba& to 5nd out what hawened P W W ~  but '0 the m - S  
glasses she wore for reading. W M C ~  were n r r ~ a ~  swallowing every- in the heart of I t  In the qrring the old ~ ~ ~ d ~ y ~  g ~ ~ a ~ ~ l ~ e ~ o ~ ~  :: lady died. "They say. or rather. W e b  Grou thlng with their now angry growth. 
says, that they are q u i t t i i  Triiblen- Nowadays we have seen so many v i n g s  were bad for 1u here: it w.ll the -le tree in the yard 
wald camp. I don't know w h y - h e  people carying eveaything they poss- months before I could zhke  the trip. Thank YOU. Sir, thank YOU. It WEE 

ensed on a handcart, but this for me nen. when my ehapce -. I took a not my &re to ttade xith you. buf I wouldn't tell me." 
'1 can tell you." said the old lady. was new and frightening. Our neigh- pruning hook and set offen my bicycle know Your Customs and superrtitions 

'They're leaplns the camp because bourn' waggoos were the a n e :  I in search of the house and my little at this season. 
b p  can't atay there any longer. The suppose. as any others, but long tent- store d treasure. It is very kind of you. sir. Very kind 
trees. the biiarr and the weeds have acles of creeper and weed clung to It Is a long ride from here. dif5mlt for indeed. 
invaded the place and taken possessi , them a i d  tralled in the grass as they a aippla I slept In ditchps for  two days P. YOUNCMAN CARTER (Lt. Col.) 

Next to me was Gottlieb Gross. a a jungle. They've tried eve- and so hushed. so carpeted. 

you'll go too. If ve seen things I don't 

We went up the stab together. It ing at it. But it wai bo atom which fnngw." 

because, as I saw later. she was wear- 
me. 

it seemed 

The moonlight in tbe market square 

- 

on T Y the undergrowth held him back. speak of the unnatural fertilisation of 

my 
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OC comes in, all sing 
’For he’s a jolly good 
fellow’.Then pelt him 

with rotten fruit.” 

“This will be Faster - back on leave from 
a Fog Diswrral Unit” 
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--rw me, rumi  major, I 
thouaht I was at home!" 

"Woitoh, a second helping of Christmas 
pud and - prrt - have ein cigareite. ja?" 

I 
"12,OM) AT, 
in BAOR - 
and I get you 
twice in one 
Paul Jones!" 

"WOT. no mines?' 
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ROLL IT UP fd 
AND I SEND IT-HOME 

As SOLDER 
weighs more than 
two ounces, 
penny stamp must 
be offixed here. 
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